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WEST  COMMON  ROOM  TO  BE 
ELECTRIFIED 


FOURTH  YEAR  RADIO  OPTION 
WILL  SHOW  ALL  THE  LATEST 
FASHIONS  IN  ELECTRICITY. 


MYSTERY  SURROUNDS 
PROCEEDINGS. 

It  is  stated  on  good  authority  that 
the  fourth  year  electricals,  radio 
option,  have  planned  a mysterious  skit 
to  be  staged  in  the  West  Common 
Room.  H.  M.  Smith,  named  by 
rumour  as  the  chief  conspirator,  was 
interviewed  by  our  reporter  in  his  lair, 
where  squads  of  little  currents  are 
trained  to  jump  through  hoops  back- 
wards. On  being  asked  to  make  a 
statement  for  publication,,  be  first 
turned  six  cartwheels,  and  then  gave 
his  famous  imitation  of  a furious  con- 
versation between  President  Coolidge, 
Continued  on  page  2 


THE  DRAMATIC  SENSATION 
OF  THE  YEAR 


TORONTO  TO  SEE  THE  MOST 
FAMOUS  PLAY  OF  THE 
SEASON. 


“DISCOVERY  OF  AMERICA  BY 
COLOMBO”  PRESENTED  UNDER 
THE  AUSPICES  OF  THIRD  YEAR 
GULL  LAKE  MEN  IN  READING 
ROOM 

Schoolmen  are  to  be  singularly 
favoured  to-night  when  two  of  the 
most  talked  of  plays  of  recent  years 
will  be  presented,  for  the  first  time  in 
this  city.  One  of  these — “Colombo 
Discovering  America”— us  to  be  given  in 
the  Reading  Room  under  the  auspices 
of  the  third  year  men  from  Gull  Lake. 
Be  it  said,  for  the  benefit  of  the  “girl 
friends”  here  to-night,  that  Gull  Lake 
is  a secluded  spot  in  the  more-or-less 
north,  whither  the  surveyors  retire 
during  the  summer  interlude,  in  order 
to  meditate  upon  philosophic  problems 
such  as  “Would  humanity  be  better  off 
if  all  Arts’  men  were  quietly  pushed 
into  the  canal  in  the  Thermo  Building, 
and  then  given  to  the  Meds  to  cut  up?” 
Continued  on  page  2 


THURSDAY,  FEBRUARY  2,  1928 


DO  NOT  MISS  THE  MUSIC 
ROOM 


BURLESQUE  TROUPE  TO 
PERFORM. 

One  of  the  two  stage  attractions  for 
to-night  will  be  a four-act  stunt  by  a 
burlesque  company,  who  come  to  us 
straight  from  a long  run  in  New  York 
— they  had  to  run  to  get  away  from 
the  audience.  The  manager,  Scott 
Ferguson,  is  very  confident  that  suc- 
cess will  attend  the  venture  in  this 
city.  “Schoolmen  will  stand  for  any- 
thing, but  in  an  emergency  there  is 
always  the  window,”  he  said,  mean- 
while showing  us  a clipping  from  the 
New  York  Thymes,  which  read  “The 
show  last  night  made  us  appreciate  a 
good  movie.” 

An  orchestra  is  not  the  least  of  the 
company’s  attractions.  Before  this 
feature  was  incorporated,  the  audience 
was  in  the  habit  of  receiving  an  edify- 
Continued  on  page  2 


MYSTERIES  OF  A BROAD- 
CASTING STATION 
REVEALED 


MINING  AND  METALLURGICAL 
CLUB  TO  BROADCAST  PROGRAM 
FROM  EAST  COMMON  ROOM. 

The  following  is  supposed  to  be  a 
cross-  section  of  the  “patter”  of  the 
announcer  as  you  will  hear  it  to-night. 
The  remarks  in  brackets  are  intended 
only  as  thoughts. 

“Good  evening,  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
This  is  station  SPS,  owned  and  operat- 
ed by  the  Mining  and  Metallurgical 
Club  of  the  Faculty  of  Applied  Science 
and  Engineering,  University  of  Tor- 
onto, and  situated  in  the  East  Com- 
mon Room  of  Hart  House.  (Maybe 
that  isn’t  a real  mouthful,  Joe.  All  in 
one  breath,  too). 

“Our  program  this  evening  will  be 
unique  in  the  history  of  this  station. 
(I’m  so  thrilled,  Joe).  The  most 
famous  artists  of  the  country  have 
been  assembled  here  in  this  studio. 
(Yeh,  both  of  them,  Joe).  The  occa- 
sion is  School  Nite,  the  well-known 
Continued  on  page  3 


No.  4 


AQUATIC  STUNTS  IN  TANK 


VARIED  PROGRAM  PRESENTED 
FROM  9.00  TO  9.30. 

This  year’s  program  in  the  tank  is 
under  the  direction  of  Johnny  Goss, 
the  big  apple  man  from  the  Great  Hall, 
and  promises  to  be  better  than  ever. 
Swimming  and  diving  exhibitions, 
burlesque  water  polo,  and  novelties 
will  be  included  in  a series  of  stunts 
which  will  contain  no  dull  moments. 
School  has  a good  share  of  the  swim- 
ming talent  of  the  University,  and 
the  whole  skit  is  being  put  on  by 
Schoolmen  exclusively.  No  outside 
talent  has  been  imported  because  none 
was  necessary. 

Those  who  have  seen  this  stunt  in 
other  years  will  remember  how  good 
it  has  always  been.  Everyone  should 
try  to  find  time  to  look  over  this  year’s 
presentation.  Don’t  forget  the  time, 
from  nine  o’clock  to  nine  thirty. 


CHEM  CLUB  BOOTH 


Here  we  are,  folks,  setting  up  busi- 
ness in  our  usual  place.  The  Chem 
Club  near  the  eastern  stairs  has  al- 
ways been  a necessary  adjunct  to 
School  Nite.  School  Nite  is  never 
dry,  but  you  may  be.  Partake  of  our 
lemonade.  Was  it  hard  work  when 
you  sat  out  the  last  dance?  Refresh 
yourself  with  a glass  of  cider.  Has 
some  stag  run  off  with  your  sweet 
woman?  Be  nonchalant.  Eat  a choco- 
late bar,  instead  of  gnashing  your 
teeth. 

This  year  we  had  thought  of  tak- 
ing a tip  from  the  monks  in  the  Alps, 
and  were  about  to  equip  a menagerie 
of  St.  Bernard  dogs  with  kegs  of 
lemonade  tied  around  the  neck.  Any 
poor  souls  lost  in  the  far  corners  of 
Hart  House  were  to  be  sought  out  by 
these  valiant  animals,  and  the  lemon- 
ade would  sustain  the  spark  of  life. 
The  scheme  looked  good  to  us,  but 
when  the  dogs  found  out  that  some 
few  Arts  men  would  undoubtedly  be 
present  they  refused  their  commissions 
point-blank.  No  self-respecting  dog, 
Continued  on  page  3 
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ELECTRICAL  SKIT 

a deaf-mute,  and  a coat-rack.  Finally 
he  stood  on  his  head  and  his  dignity 
and  said  simply,  “I  do  not  choose  to 
speak.”  From  this  we  gather  that  the 
stunt  is  to  be  one  of  those  “hush-hush” 
jobs  like  the  new  Ford  and  the  story 
about  Lord  Cholmondoley. 

From  other  sources  we  learned  some 
details  of  the  magnitude  of  the  pro- 
posed undertaking.  The  wire  used 
will  be  of  a quantity  sufficient  to  make 
a fence  around  the  city  of  Toronto, 
with  enough  left  over  to  manufacture 
sixty-six  waste  baskets  and  also  to 
supply  the  whole  of  School  with  pipe- 
cleaners  till  1937.  Dr.  Thomas’  Eclectric 
Oil  is  being  applied  to  all  wires,  to 
make  it  easier  for  the  currents  to  slide 
around  (advt.).  Binding  posts  enough 
to  moor  the  Mauretania  will  be  requir- 
ed. The  amount  of  vacuum  needed  in 
the  various  X-ray  tubes  would  fill  S15, 
if  piled  in  a heap.  (Bright  young  man 
wanted,  to  assume  duties  of  a piler  of 
vacua.  Only  those  capable  of  lifting 
great  weights  need  apply). 

Due  to  the  great  secrecy  surround- 
ing this  enterprise,  we  are  not  at 
liberty  to  give  more  than  the  subject 
of  the  various  parts  of  the  skit ; and 
as  far  as  the  details  go,  your  guess  is 
as  good  as  ours,  so  be  sure  to  come 
early  and  see  for  yourself. 

One  of  the  features  of  the  affair  is 
to  be  an  exhibit  of  X-ray  apparatus, 


both  as  is  and  as  might  be.  Looking 
at  what  might  be,  we  are  convinced 
that  the  worst  is  not  yet — but  it  won’t 
be  long  now ! 

Startling  revelations  purloined  from 
the  Faculty  of  Arts  is  to  be  another 
disclosure.  What  the  aforesaid  revela- 
tions are  to  be,  we  do  not  know,  but 
somehow  we  have  a feeling  that  they 
will  not  exactly  tend  to  make  the  Arts’ 
men  more  conceited  than  they  now  are. 

A few  exhibitions  of  some  high 
frequency  freqs  will  be  included,  and 
these  promise  to  provide  good  enter- 
tainment. There  will  also  be  shown 
to  the  general  public  a radio  set  of  a 
nature  hitherto  unknown.  Well,  it 
may  be  “of  a nature” — but  boy,  it  ain’t 
natural ! 

For  the  benefit  of  anyone  desiring  an 
easy  correspondence  course  in  elec- 
tricity, we  would  state,  as  lesson  num- 
ber one,  that  it  is  impossible  to  cash 
a cheque  on  a condenser  bank,  and  also 
that  current  does  not  lag  merely  be- 
cause it  is  so  tired  of  running  around 
in  circles. 

There,  we  didn’t  make  one  single 
pun  about  “shocking”,  “currents”,  or 
any  other  of  the  old  stand-bys.  So 
there ! 


DISCOVERY  OF  AMERICA 


(If  the  Meds  weren’t  too  particular. — 
Ed.  note). 

The  cast,  we  are  privileged  to  an- 
nounce, is  made  up  exclusively  of  the 
actors  who  created  the  roles,  includ- 
ing Colombo  himself,  the  cross-eyed 
mate,  and  the  fattest  cabin  boy.  A 
special  trip  to  Malo,  in  order  to  close 
the  deal,  was  made  by  Jack  Suther- 
land, the  local  theatre  magnate  from 
Timbuctoo.  It  was  only  with  very 
great  difficulty  that  these  “old  origi- 
nals” were  persuaded  to  take  up  the 
paint  pots  once  more.  Colombo,  as 
spokesman  for  his  fellow-players,  was 
quoted  as  saying,  “We  ain’t  so  young 
as  we  used  to  was,  and  our  joints  is  a 
little  stiff.  An  actor  has  gotta  be 
quick,  or  else  he  can’t  dodge  in  time. 
Even  a suit  of  armour  ain’t  no  good 
in  these  days  if  some  bozo  in  the  gods 
rings  in  a machine  gun  on  you.” 

The  fact  that  there  are  no  gods  in 
Hart  House  was  pointed  out  to  the 
grand  old  man.  It  is  generally  under- 
stood that  the  gods  have  all  their  spare 
cash  tied  up  in  a hydro-electric  project 
on  the  River  Styx,  and  cannot  afford 
the  eight  dollars  necessary  to  join  Hart 
House.  This  news  overcame  the  old 
gent’s  objections,  and  he  wrote  “Chris 
Colombo,  his  mark”  on  the  dotted 
line  of  the  contract.  The  dots  were 
blue  and  gold,  in  honour  of  the  occa- 
sion. 


“I  am  just  four  hundred  and 
seventy-five  years  of  age,”  quoth  the 
sage  (ah-ha,  poetry),  “and  I have 
always  said  that  I would  make  my 
mark  in  the  world  some  day.  And  so 
I am  extremely,  supremely,  superbly, 
superlatively  happy  at  this  time.  Tra- 
la-la.  Also  whoops,  my  dear.  To  dis- 
cover America,  what  was  that? 
Nothing!  A mere  accident!  But  to 
be  asked  to  perform  before  a group 
of  Schoolmen — ah,  that  is  an  accom- 
plishment to  be  proud  of.  They  shall 
not  be  disappointed.  I will  give  them 
the  low-down  on  the  Queen  of  Spain.” 
For  years  uncounted,  Schoolmen 
have  sung  the  fame  of  Colombo  and 
his  deeds,  but  how  many  may  boast  of 
having  seen  them  performed?  We  will 
wager  a Polyphase  Duplex  against  a 
thumb  tack  that  not  one  Schoolman 
dare  make  that  statement,  and  still 
look  us  straight  in  the  left  eye-ball. 
Do  not  miss  this  opportunity  to  see  an 
absolutely  new,  modern,  revised,  up-to- 
date,  abridged,  redesigned  and  re- 
modelled version  of  the  stirring  events 
you  have  heard  so  much  about.  Hear 
the  traditional  song  rendered  (mean- 
ing torn  to  pieces)  by  Colombo  and  his 
crew.  See  the  cabin  boy  and  the 
cross-eyed  mate,  the  mast  and  the 
sheets,  not  to  mention  the  American 
beauty.  And  every  actor  is  a member 
of  the  original  cast,  direct  from  a 
four-hundred  year  run  at  Malo,  on  the 
coast  of  Spain. 


BURLESQUE  TROUPE 

ing  addition  to  their  vocabularies  when, 
between  acts,  a stage  hand  would  allow 
the  scenery  to  drop  on  his  foot.  More- 
over, there  was  no  means  of  telling 
which  one  of  the  chorus  was  in  step. 
Now  it  may  be  plainly  seen  that  they 
are  all  out  of  step. 

The  pulchritude  of  the  chorus  is  of 
such  a high  order  that  police  protection 
has  always  been  necessary  to  shield  the 
men  from  predatory  women  in  the 
audiences.  The  University  Police  have 
consented  to  guard  the  stage  door  to- 
night, so  it’s  no  use  trying,  girls. 

The  program  is  to  be  an  educational 
one,  intended  to  educate  husbands  by 
showing  them  the  sports  engaged  in 
by  their  wives  while  they  are  out  play- 
ing poker  with  the  boys.  Consequent- 
ly, no  husbands  are  to  be  admitted. 
The  revelations  would  break  their 
hearts.  A similar  rule  applies  to  chil- 
dren in  arms  and  wall-eyed  tomcats 
from  Oklahoma. 

By  the  way,  the  first  act  was  written 
by  a doctor,  who  was  in  the  habit  of 
telling  people  to  say  “A-a-a-h”  while 
he  probed  them  with  a stethoscope. 
Just  see  the  act  and  you  will  under- 
stand. 
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The  company  has  received  many  flat- 
tering offers.  Only  two  weeks  ago, 
the  sheriff  in  Birdseye  Centre  offered 
the  provide  the  outfit  with  free  board 
and  lodging  in  beautiful  stone  rooms, 
at  the  expense  of  the  province.  The 
rooms,  according  to  Mr.  Ferguson, 
were  tastefully  furnished,  and  it  was 
with  deep  regret  that  he  answered  a 
sudden  call  to  another  city.  The  sher- 
iff was  extremely  distraught,  and  at- 
tempted to  discover  whither  the  itiner- 
ary of  the  troupe  had  led  them,  with 
the  intention  of  persuading  them  to 
return  and  partake  of  his  hospitality. 
These  little  annoyances,  however,  are 
all  part  of  the  life  of  a travelling  show, 
and  have  been  borne  with  great  forti- 
tude by  one  and  all. 

The  company  will  next  play  in  Ham- 
ilton, and  have  already  purchased  rail- 
road tickets  for  everyone  except  the 
leading  hoofer,  who  is  hidden  under- 
neath the  seat  to  save  expenses.  This 
buying  of  tickets  is  not  premature,  as 
might  be  supposed,  but  is  for  the  pur- 
pose of  assisting  in  a quick  get-away. 

Schoolmen  are  urged  to  attend  the 
show  to-night,  if  at  all  possible.  A 
man  will  be  stationed  at  the  door  to 
relieve  patrons  of  all  surplus  eggs  and 
vegetables.  Revolvers  and  knives  are 
not  allowed,  even  in  self-defence. 


M & M CLUB 


annual  celebration  of  this  Faculty. 
(That’s  a pretty  hot  line,  eh,  Joe?). 

“The  first  selections  on  this  all-star 
program  will  be  given  by  the  Tipsies, 
whom  you  all  know  so  well.  (Too 
well,  Joe).  The  Tipsies  are  sponsor- 
ed by  the  Cowlick  Salted  Milk  Co.  of 
this  city,  and  are  broadcast  from  this 
station  every  twenty-ninth  of  Febru- 
ary. (Who  cares,  Joe?).  Cowlick’s 
Salted  Milk  is  absolutely  indispensible 
to  the  growth  of  the  nail  on  your  left 
big  toe.  (Applesauce,  Joe).  It  also 
makes  very  good  cylinder  oil.  (But 
why,  Joe?).  Write  the  manufacturers, 
in  care  of  this  station,  for  a booklet, 
beautifully  illustrated  with  pictures  of 
the  big  toes  of  various  Schoolmen,  then 
and  now.  (The  darn  stuff  tastes  like 
hydrogen  sulphide,  Joe).  Stew  Bolton 
says,  ‘You  made  me  what  I am  to-day, 
I hope  you’re  satisfied.’  (We  live  in 
hopes,  Joe). 

“We  will  now  introduce  the 
Tipsies.” 

* * * 

“You  have  been  listening  to  the  Tip- 
sies, broadcast  from  station  SPS  in 
the  East  Common  Room  of  Hart 
House.  (I  could  say  that  in  my  sleep 
now,  Joe). 

Before  resuming  our  program,  I 


have  been  requested  by  the  University 
Police  to  denounce — pardon  me,  an- 
nounce that  in  future  no  Schoolmen 
will  be  allowed  to  cultivate  mous- 
taches, as  has  been  the  custom  in  the 
past.  (They  tried  hard,  anyway,  Joe). 
The  police  claim  that  these  great 
masses  of  hair  prevent  the  professors 
from  seeing  the  back  benches,  thereby 
making  it  possible  for  the  students  to 
hold  crap  games  during  the  lectures. 
(Now  ain’t  that  tough,  Joe?). 

The  next  feature  of  our  program 
will  be  a radio  play,  presented  by  a 
cast  of  well-known  actors.  (What  of 
it,  Joe?).  The  title  of  the  play  is  not 
to  be  announced.  (The  author  forgot 
it,  Joe).  Send  in  your  suggestions  for 
a title  to  Santa  Claus,  care  of  this 
station,  and  for  the  best  one  we  will 
donate  one  celluloid  firebrick.  (Very 
useful  as  a paper  weight,  Joe).” 

* * * 

“We  are  now  about  to  broadcast  the 
correct  time,  furnished  through  the 
courtesy  of  Kingston  Penitentiary, 
where  all  kinds  of  plain  and  fancy 
time  are  carried  in  stock.  (And  how, 
Joe!  Write  for  a sample).  When  the 
gong  strikes,  it  will  be  exactly  $1.98, 
Eastern  Standard  Time,  more  or  less. 
(Give  that  gong  a wallop,  Joe.) 

“Next  we  present  to  you  the  two 
Crack  Blows,  Moran  and  Mack,  who 
will  give  a demonstration  of  how  to 
milk  a Paraguayan  cow.  (Yes,  Joe, 
a pink  cow  with  blue  stripes).” 

* * * 

“Might  we  again  remind  you  that 
you  are  listening  to  station  SPS,  East 
Common  Room,  Hart  House.  (Guess 
I’ll  get  a record  made  from  that,  Joe). 
Our  next  number  is  a Hawaiian  selec- 
tion by  members  of  the  Stringed  In- 
strument Club.  (This  is  gonna  be 
hot,  Joe.)” 

* * * 


“We  have  here  a telegram  from 
Blind  Charlie,  out  in  Kalamazoo,  ask- 
ing the  orchestra  to  kindly  play  ‘The 
Beggar.’  We  are  very  sorry,  Mr. 
Charlie,  but  we  have  not  got  that 
record — pardon  me,  I mean  the  orches- 
tra does  not  have  the  music  for  that 
piece.  (Nearly  a bad  break  there, 
Joe). 


“We  will  conclude  our  program  to- 
night with  a grand  finale  by  the  en- 
tire company  assembled  here  in  the 
studio.  (Thank  the  Lord  it’s  nearly 
over,  Joe)” 

* * * 


“We  trust  you  have  enjoyed  our 
program  to-night,  and  we  hope  you 
will  write  us,  telling  us  just  how  you 
received  the  broadcast.  Address  all 
cards  toSQUAAAAWK. 


CHEM  CLUB 


they  maintained,  would  be  seen  in  the 
company  of  an  Arts  man.  So  that  was 
that. 

So  don’t  forget  where  to  come  for 
sustenance.  Line-up  forms  at  the 
left,  right,  middle,  and  in  between. 
Don’t  rest  your  foot  on  the  rail  be- 
cause there  isn’t  any.  Don’t  forget 
that  cigarettes  are  still  one  of  our 
staple  lines.  Don’t  ask  for  strawberry 
sodas  because  we  don’t  stock  them. 
And  in  case  the  place  is  raided  please 
pour  all  your  lemonade  into  your 
pant-cuffs. 


ASK  DOC  SPOOFER 


Dear  Doc : — 

My  boy  A1  is  only  about  twenty 
years  old,  more  or  less,  and  he  is  in 
his  second  year  at  School.  His  height 
is  approximately  six  feet,  six  inches. 
I never  could  reach  up  far  enough  to 
measure  him  exactly,  not  since  the 
dear  boy  was  twelve.  Will  you  please 
tell  me  what  I can  do  to  shrink  him, 
and  if  so,  why? 

MRS.  WILSON. 
Dear  Mrs.  Wilson  : — 

Kindly  send  a self-addressed  en- 
velope and  a stamp,  and  restate  your 
question,  since  this  must  be  kept  pri- 
vate. Please  do  not  lick  the  stamp, 
as  my  little  boy  enjoys  doing  it. 

DOC  SPOOFER. 

* * * 

Dear  Doc : — 

I am  enclosing  in  this  letter  under- 
neath a separate  cover  a sample  of 
soup  smuggled  from  the  Great  Hall  in 
Hart  House.  I would  be  greatly  in- 
debted to  you  if  you  would  kindly 
analyze  the  sample  to  determine  the 
percentage  of  carbohydrates,  vitamines, 
proteins,  onions,  and  horse-flesh. 
Thanking  you  in  advance,  I remain, 
Yours  very  sincerely, 

IMA  GUZZLER. 
Dear  Mr.  Guzzler: — 

I have  done  my  best  with  the  sample 
you  sent  me,  but  my  chemists  report 
that  several  elements  unknown  to 
science  are  present.  The  findings  will 
therefore  of  necessity  be  deferred  until 
a later  date. 

You  have  done  the  world  a great 
service,  Mr.  Guzzler,  in  your  discovery 
of  these  new  substances,  and  I shall 
take  great  pleasure  in  recommending 
you  for  the  Nobel  Prize.  I should 
also  appreciate  a signed  photo  of  your- 
self, to  be  placed  in  the  Hall  of  Fame. 

Again  I thank  you,  sir, 

DOC  SPOOFER. 
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